LOST TRAIL
It was not only that he was somebody new to talk to.
I think we were all three just as much drawn, each to
the others, by our common feeling for order and cleanliness.
Boro would take nothing but a gulp of cognac. Peter
thought he might try tsamba with cold mutton fat. The
result was that he had a very bad night. I was out, in my
shorts, to salute the rising sun and proceeded to harvest some
of the light snow that had fallen on the tent. But I need not
have troubled. Boro and the Mongol were off on a re-
connaissance and came back announcing that they had
found our famous spring less than three miles away and that
it was almost frozen. Within two hours, our little caravan, all
intact, was encamped beside it.
Searchings.
But a tent-pole had been lost en route. There was no
timber in the region, so it could not be replaced, and I went
off to look for it. Walking along at an even pace I felt in
great form, filled with such joy as I used to experience setting
out on my skis on very dry winter mornings. There on the
high table-lands of Asia I was singing, Pm sitting on top of the
world.
I even laughed at the wide heavens. It was an odd
situation Peter and I were in together at the centre of that
continent Indeed, it was like a situation in a novel, and if I
were writing a best-seller, it should be that very day or never
that the hero and heroine fell into each other's arms in
mutual love and gratitude for rescues—on one side, rescue
from the results of poisoned food, and on the other, rescue
from a dangerous mist. Well, the novel-readers would have
to go without
Peter was the best of comrades and I had found that I could
be absolutely frank with him. It is true that our enterprise
bound us to each other to such a degree that, living as we did,
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